TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY

go to, but, fearing that Birrell would follow me if I
went there, I accompanied him to the Whitworth,
resolving to get away as soon as I could. My secret
was the Ear, Throat and Nose dispensary on Fridays.
Sir Robert Woods worked there, and there was a
liberal education going in his speciality if anyone
had the sense to avail himself of it. But because it
was a speciality, a part and not the whole, and because
Sir Thornley used to tell the students how he hated
the word " specialist," I was left undiscovered. And
I gained knowledge on all subjects medical, surgical
and general and, what was more than knowledge, a
fast and reliable friend.

Sir Robert worked under the most wretched con-
ditions of anyone in the Old Richmond. A damp
room with a little square window about fourteen feet
up in the wall was the Otological, Rhinological and
Laryngological Department. The place had evidently
been a gaol or a padded room. Under the damp
floor ran a tributary of the Liffey which flowed down
to us from the Grangegorman lunatic asylum. Once
during floods we heard a strange series of knockings
under the floor. Pebbles cast up perhaps. But it
was just as probably minnow with GJP.L that, thinking
they were salmon, were leaping up and striking their
heads under the floor.

Remote from the classes he did his godly work.
How charitable it was I alone know. What a fool
I would be to bring Birrell along when even the nature
of the work precluded more than one at a time from
seeing the larynx or the nose ? So I had the greatest
of them all, all to myself. And no one was the wiser
but I.
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